THE   QUESTING   BEAST
" Well/' they reply as they move away,  " well be
comin* to put 'em up just naow."
" If so be as Oi lets yaow/' mutters the farmer.
Three days later the farmer noticed a bright red cart
in this same field carrying two fair-sized poles and
being pushed by his former acquaintances. Saying nothing,
he goes to the stall and lets out his prize bull into the very
same field. The bull, seeing the red cart, starts off at a
gallop, head down, snorting and hurling the mud from his
hoofs into the air. With a look of horror the post office
officials turn and run faster than they have ever run before.
" Woi don't yaow show the bull them instructions? "
the farmer calls out at the top of his voice as he turns
towards his house.
I remember well one day during cherry picking time in
an orchard hearing a farmer call to his young son who was
standing up among the branches hard at work filling his
basket: " Moind 'ow yaow come down the ladder, OiVe
took un away." Which, after all, explains the matter very
clearly.
As a way of protesting against constant accusations as to
the strangeness of a certain labourer's opinions and general
way of life, the labourer will place his china mug on the
table in the public bar with a bang and assert: " Oi am wot
Oi am and carn't be no 'ammerer."
Many happy evenings among such folk did much to
cheer my evenings.
However, it was time to be on the move again. Away
with books and paper and pen, and into international
politics for a change.
In 1921 I had been made a member of the Armenian
Social Revolutionary Federation (Dashnakzutoun), and am
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